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' You Can't Lose
'

h '
' By ordering your coal while

weather conditions are good

Eemmerer No. 5

All Utah
Rock Springs

Federal Coal Co.
Phone Main 171 Office 160 Main St.

Exclusive Agents for Kemmerer No. 5
The Clean All Purpose Fuel

Special Low Rates

Are now in effect for the
lighting of store exteriors,
display windows and other
forms of exterior lighting.
It will pay you Mr. Mer-

chant, to investigate our
Type C service on this

form of lighting.

UTAH POWER &

LIGHT COMPANY
"Effioleat Publlo Sorrloa"

Protection Against
I Loss

When you keep your valuables or
important papers In an old' fashioned
safe, yo uare afforded but little ac-

tual protection.

j On the other hand, iby renting one
of our Safe Deposit boxes, you secure
Immunity from fire, theft and every
other chance of loss.

The cost is nominal $1.50 per
year.

SALT LAKE SECURITY & TRUST

j COMPANY

32 Main Street Salt Lake City

DEMOCRATIC-PROGRESSIV-

STATE TICKET. H
For United States senator H

WILLIAM H. KING, H
Democrat, of Salt Lake. H

For governor H
SIMON BAMBERGER, H
Democrat, of Salt Lake; H

For secretary of state H
HARDIN BENNION, H
Democrat, of Vernal. jH

For attorney-genera- l , H
DAN B. SHIELDS, H

Democrat, of Salt Lake. H
For treasurer- - H

DAVID O. LARSON, H
Progressive, of Moroni.

For auditor H
JOSEPH RIRIE, H

Progressive, of Ogden. H
For superintendent of public instruction

E. G. GOWANS, H
of Salt Lake. H

DEMOCRATIC NOMINEES. H
For justice of the supreme court H

E. E. CORFMAN, of Provo. H
For presidential electors H

R. N. BASKIN, of Salt Lake. H
JESSE KNIGHT, of Provo. H

ANTHON ANDERSON, of Logan. H
JOHN SEAMAN, of Ogden. H

For congressman, First district H
MILTON H. WELLING, of Fielding. H

For congressman, Second district M
JAMES H. MAYS, of Salt Lake. H

(Advertisement)

Tho more actual fuel content in a coal, H
the less coal you will have to burn. ABER- - H
DEBN is the 95 per cent fuel. Order it by fl
name. H

The Rotisserie Inn
Something Diflerent M

323 South Main Street M

HdJSi SEASON OPENS H

The meeting place of connoisseurs, who insist on the Lest markets can H
I afford, properly prepared and perfectly served. M

H

What the boy had wanted in life, so far, had
been his to have oh, how he wanted his goddess!
And he suffered as youth only can suffer, so con- -

ditioned. Ho was but faintly aware of the cha-- .
grin woven into his disappointment, and con-

ventions bothered him not at all. He loved the
woman, and he could not get her face, her charm,
out of his mind. He was foolish enough to feel
that no trouble was like his trouble and wise
enough to take his trouble to the wilds.

Wandering chance carried him to Oxam, a
terminus of one of the many branches of the
great P. D. & M. railway system; chance again
had guided him to big Bill Morehead's, seeking
board.

Bill was one of the P. D. & M.'s engineers, as
hearty a host as one could desire. Mrs. Bill,
their small son, and Bill's old mother completed
the contented little family.

Here Chris had been for a number of days.
Behind him, now, Mrs. Bill moved about iu the

green-papere- d living room, that,
seemed part of the green outer world, setting
the table for supper and making that cheerful
clatter that whets appetite tramping the hog-

backs had revived Christopher's lost-to-lov- e appe-

tite, whether or no. Below him spread a misty
valley lanterned with fireflies, and beyond, hills of
darkling green melted into hills distant and pur-
ple in the deepening twilight. And her face
.looked out at Chris from hills and sky.

A whistle blew far down the valley; an elec-
tric headlight pierced the mist.

"Forty-si- x on time Mag," called old Mrs.
Morehead, from her rope-seate- d rocker.

"Yes, ma," responded Mrs. Bill, "an the hoe-cake- s

an' ham is honin' for the fire. Bill'll nose
'em as he hits the top trail."

"And buttermilk, Mrs. Morehead. Don't say
the butter cow's gone dry."

"All you can swaller, Mrs. Martin," laughed
the busy woman as she left for her kitchen.

"How about Bill?" called Martin.
"Bill's mother answered the question in a

strong old voice, pointing the stem of her cob
pipe at Chris as she spoke; "Bill's feedin'll be
accordin' as how the strike's goin'."

"Don't fret about the strike," comforted
Chris; "they won't pull it off."

"Wisht I was sho' of that as you be, Mr. Mar-
tin," said Bill Morehead, climbing the porch steps.
"Wisht I was. Heah's yo' Chicago paper I picked
up to the junction."

"Any letters?"
Bill grinned. "Tied up with another chap, I

reckon. You askin' me for letters every night
and ain't none come yet, Yo' girl's on strike."

"Strike's ain't nothin' but misery," complained
Bill's mother.

"Not when yuh win out, ma. How's yo' mis-
ery?"

"I heah yo' pappy say same's you, Bill, an' I
ain't seen no good come out of no strike yet.
I seen too many strikes not to know."

Bill's voice grew gentle. "This mess needn't
pester yuh, ma. We got the government an' peo-- .

pie with us. We're sho' to win. We've won
now."

"I ain't smart enough to know yo' government,
, Bill, but I know folks. You discomboberate

folks an' they'll turn agin yuh. I seen it time'n
agin."

"Well, there's plenty for you an Mag an the
boy to outlast this strike, ma, so don't be donsy.
Hello, Mag!" He gave his tr"""1 a hug. "Where's
the boy?"

"Hush," warned the mother, "he's asleep. Go

clean yo'self, an' don't wake him. Supper's
ready,"

"Guesn I'll lay off an' get acquainted with the
kid, eh, Mr. Martin?"

"Time for that," said the old woman.
Bill paused at the bed-roo- door. "Wait 'til

little Bill's big enough to ride with me in the
cab, ma," he responded,


